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How Many Years Did You Take (Because That's How 
Long You Deserve to Burn) 


"How many?" 

"I don't know." 

I kicked him. 

"I said, how many?" 

He spat blood at my feet. 
"Tell me!" 

"Thirty. At least." 

The lights flickered. 


"Multiply that by ten. Twelve. Fourteen. Come on, you're a scientist. 
Crunch the numbers. This should be easy." 


"Three hundred. Three-sixty. Uh, four-twenty." 


I squatted down and grabbed his jaw with one hand. I turned him to 
face me. 


"You said ‘at least,’ am I correct?" 

He nodded. 

"Then let's add them up. What would that be, Martin?" 
"One-one thousand-eighty." 

I looked him dead in the eye. 

"That's a start." 

I released my grip on him. 


"What do you think, Sev?" 


"Double it." 

"Martin, what's one thousand-eighty times two?" 

"Two thousand-one hundred-sixty." 

"Two, your name came up first in that one. What do you say?" 


"He'll never be able to pay us back." Combat boots hit the cement. 
"But it'll have to do." 


Seven raised her hand. 
"No, please-" 


"We didn't get a say in what you did to us," I interrupted. "So you 
don't get a say in this." 


He froze. 
"Burn in Hell, Papa." 


And he did. 


